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January 4, 1990 


Stone sat on the curb outside the bus, finishing a cigarette and trying to decide if he wanted to go back in He 
heard the door open behind him but didn't look up until a bottle appeared next to his face. 


"You want another beer?" Chris asked as he sat down. 
"I think I'm gonna head home." 
Chris set the beer down and lit up a cigarette. "You upset, man?" 


"Nah." Stone shrugged and flicked his cigarette away. He left the rest of his answer hanging like his smoky 
breath in the cold. 


"Uncomfortable?" 


Stone thought for a moment. That wasn't exactly right, but it was as good a term as any. "Yeah, | guess.’ 
"Why?" 


Stone picked up the beer and took a long drink. He was pretty sure Chris already knew why, but he tried to 


sound like it wasn't a big deal. "I dunno, the jokes.. about making babies or whatever.” 

"Yeah, | know HOW it made you uncomfortable. | wanna know WHY it made you uncomfortable. 
Stone made a face. Chris wanted to argue semantics? "Stop saying the word ‘uncomfortable’ 
"Does it make you uncomfortable when | say ‘uncomfortable'?" Chris joked. 

Stone just rolled his eyes and took another drink 

"Okay, sorry. But really, why did it bother you?" 


"| don't know," Stone said. He picked at the label on the bottle. "Its like you were making fun of me or 
something.” 


"Nah, | didn't mean it like that” Chris took a drag off his cigarette. "I've heard you kind of joke around. Like, 
even a little bit ago when you and Jason were talking about being on the road. | guess | thought you'd be cool 
with it" 


Stone's eyes got wide, but he kept staring at the beer bottle. He didn't know what to say. His face grew warm 
despite the cold air. "Cool with what?" 


Chris didn't answer right away, and Stone laced his fingers around the bottle, gripping it tightly. He wondered 
how hard he would have to squeeze to break it and what kind of noise it would make. Would the glass fracture 
and crumble in his hands, or would it explode, sending shards out into the street? 


Chris finally said, "Is that why you were uncomfortable? Because you didn't know if | was joking or not?" 


"Were you?" Stone couldn't hear himself over the blood pounding in his ears. He wasn't sure he had even said 


the words out loud until Chris spoke again. 
"Did you want me to be?" 


Stone slowly relaxed his grip and unlocked his fingers from around the bottle. He raised his head and stared out 


at nothing in particular. "I'm going home." 
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Stone counted to himself, nodding, then started to play quietly. He had brought an acoustic guitar up from the 
basement where Andy and Jeff were still sleeping. He had tried to go back to sleep, but he'd woken up with a 
vague hook in his head that wouldn't go away and was now sitting on the edge of Andy's bed, trying to 
translate the notes from his mind to the strings. 

After a while of playing it over and over, confident that he had committed the basic tune to memory, he tried 
it with a few variations. One seemed to work particularly well, and he closed his eyes, playing the new melody 
over and over. 

"Nice." 

Stone looked up to see Chris smiling in the doorway. "I was looking for my acoustic." 

"Oh, sorry. | found it in the basement. | didn't know it was yours." 


"Don't apologize. | think she likes you," Chris joked. 


Stone gave him a weak half-smile and looked down at the guitar. He absently rubbed his fingertips over the 
strings. 


"Actually," Chris continued, "I want to apologize for the other night, And | brought a peace offering" 
Stone looked up again, Chris was holding out a green glass pipe and a small baggie. 

"Is that like the one you have?" Stone asked 

"Yeah. | remembered you asking about it, so | had my buddy make one for you" 


"Wow," Stone said, somewhat confused. It was odd enough getting a gift from Chris, but as an apology? Like 


when Jeff sends his woman flowers after he screws something up? "Um, thanks man." 


“Consider it a late Christmas present," Chris said with a smile and a shrug, as if he had read Stone's mind. "So.. 


should we smoke the peace pipe?" 
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Stone was floating, carried by music that slowly seeped into his awareness. 


And no ore called us to the land 

And no one knows the wheres or whys 
Something stirs and something tries 
Starts to climb toward the light 


He didn't just hear it, he felt it, David Gilmour's voice wrapping around his arms and legs. He could see it, like 
slow-bubbling psychedelic art projected behind his eyes. He could smell it, weed and sweat and incense. He tried 
to taste it. 

A whisper tickled his neck. "Stone?" 

His whole body hummed an answer. 

"Stone." 

The air moved as his name drifted over his ear. He felt more movement near him, and he started to become 
aware of himself again. He wasn't floating.. he was lying on a bed.. Andy's bed? He smiled sleepily and slowly 
blinked his eyes open 


Chris was lying next to him, propped up on an elbow. "Good shit, huh?" 


Stone's smile slowly dissolved. Chris's bed. He closed his eyes again. The scent.. it was Chris.. the scent that had 
infused the music and enveloped him. His stomach tightened. 


"Hey," Chris said softly, "you okay?" 

Stone nodded but kept his eyes closed The scent was so strong, wrapped around Chris's words. 

"Can you look at me?" Chris asked gently. 

Stone shook his head. If he looked at Chris, it would be too much. 

"Can | kiss you?" 

Stone's eyes flew open involuntarily, and his stomach flipped. 

Chris was smirking. "| thought that might get your attention" 

A mix of annoyance and disappointment filled him. "You're a piece of shit," he said, his voice resigned. 
"What?" 


Stone sat up, swaying a bit with dizziness. "I give you the benefit of the doubt, then you start right back up 


again with the same jokes." 


Chris sat up as well and leaned in close, speaking softly next to Stone's ear. "| wasn't joking." 


Stone pressed his eyes closed The muffled sound of his pulse pounded in his ears. He turned toward Chris, but 
he couldn't open his eyes. 


He felt a finger press gently under his chin, and he raised his head. Warm breath, then Chris's lips faintly 
brushed his own Stone didn't think Chris would take a joke this far. 


Chris's fingers trailed up his jawline. "Look at me?" he whispered. 
Stone shook his head again slowly. 

Chris rested his forehead against Stone's. "Can | kiss you?" 
Stone exhaled, "yeah," and felt Chris's soft lips on his mouth. 


Chris edged his fingers into Stone's hair, and Stone awkwardly reached up to touch Chris's curls. When Stone 
parted his lips, he heard and felt Chris hum in appreciation. Stone's response was more of a whimper as he felt 
the tip of Chris's tongue move against his own. With a quiet groan, Chris deepened the kiss, and Stone eagerly 
accepted it, sliding his fingers into Chris's hair. 


He let Chris take the lead and was silently thankful when he felt Chris slow down and then pull back. Stone tried 
to catch his breath as they sat forehead to forehead again, fingers still resting in each other's hair. 


The shrill telephone next to the bed startled them, and Stone shifted away from Chris to try and collect 
himself. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Chris smooth his hair with one hand while rubbing the back of 
his neck with the other. 


He made no move to answer the phone, and the machine clicked on. "This is Chris.. leave a message." Stone was 
struck by the thought that Chris's voice sounded unnecessarily seductive for such a simple answering machine 


greeting. 

"Hey, its Susan. | need you guys to be at the Moore by 5:30 tonight. | want to take some pictures and maybe 
shoot some video. Hi call the other guys to let them know, just dont be late. Oh, and remember we're going up fo 
my parents’ tomorrow, so maybe try to do some laundry today? Love youl" 


Stone glanced at Chris, who looked slightly annoyed. "You're dating Susan." It didn't exactly sound like a question, 


but he was asking for confirmation. 
"Yeah," Chris replied as if he'd just been asked whether two plus two still equals four. "You didn't know that?" 
Stone blinked at Chris a couple of times. "Obviously not," he answered in a similar tone of voice. 


Chris seemed to be waiting for something - a reaction, maybe - but Stone just kept looking at him with a 


somewhat blank expression. He felt strangely calm, almost relieved in a way, or just slightly dazed. A residual 


effect of the pot smoking, he assumed.. pot and whatever else must have been in there. 

"You really didn't know?" Chris asked softly. 

"| thought we already established that," Stone replied blankly. "If you're dating Susan, why are you kissing me?" 
Chris's eventually said, "Because | can?" 


Stone raised his eyebrows and smiled slightly without amusement. Well, thats that, he thought as he stood up 


and walked out. 


